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ROBERT WILD, 1668.
Upon fowe Bottles of Sack and Claret, laid in Sand,
and covered with a Sheet.
Enter, and fee this Tomb (Sirs) do not fear,
No Spirits, but of Wine, will fright you here :
Weep o're this Tomb, your Sorrows here may have
Wine for their fvveet Companions in the grave.
A dozen Shake]fiears here interred do lie;
Two dozen Johnfons full of Poetry,
Her Boreale.    With large Additions of several
other Poems.    1668.   $. 63.
[This is apparently taken from Parnassus Biceps, 1656 (see ante, p. 64),
where the word ' Wine' is represented by (Sack.*   M. ]